68        THE DON FLOWS HOME
Then, watched in sympathetic silence by the other carters,
he broke the locks on the chests and selected new trousers
and coats, held them up to the light, felt them in his black*'
hands and tied them up in a bundle,
He and Daria set off on the homeward journey about noon,
The wagon was piled high, and Daria sat with compressed,
lips on top of the bundles, Behind her towered a boiler which'
Pantaleimon had torn out of its place in the bath-house. He
could hardly carry it to the wagon, and when Daria said
reproachfully:" You wouldn't leave a thing, father!" he
angrily told her;
"Shut up, you squawker! Leave them that boiler?
You're as fine a housewife as Gregor, you slut! I've taken a
fancy to that boiler, You keep your mouth shut,"
As, streaming with tears, the woman shut the gate behind
him, he said benevolently:
"Good-bye, woman, Don't be angry, You'll soon get
some more,"